I  ARCHIBALD  BOYLE  I 


BOVE  ninety  years  ago, there  was  in  Glasgow  a  club 
of  gentlemen  of  the  first  rank  in  that  city.  They  met 
professedly  for  cai'd-playing,  but  the  members  were 
distinguished  by  such  fearless  excess  of  profligacy  as 
to  obtain  for  it  the  name  of  "The  Hell  Club."  They  gloried 
in  the  name  they  had  acquired  for  themselves,  and  nothing 
that  could  merit  it  was  left  untried. 

Besides  their  nightly  or  weekly  meetings,  they  held  c 
grand  Annual  Festival,  at  which  each  member  endeavoured 
to  outdo  his  comrades  in  drunkenness,  blasphemy,  and  licen- 
tiousness. Of  all  who  shone  on  these  occasions,  none  shone 
half  so  brilliantly  as  Archibald  Boyle. 

He  had  been  at  one  time  a  youth  of  the  richest  promise,  be-  j, 
ing  possessed  of  dazzling  talents  and  fascinating  manners,  f 
No  acquirement  was  too  high  for  his  ability;  but,  unfortunate-'  . 
ly,  there  was  none  too  low  for  his  ambition!    Educated  by 
a  fond  and  foolishly-indulgent  mother,  he  early  met  in  society 
with  the  members  of  "THE  HELL  CLUB."    Long  ere  he 
was  five-and-twenty,  he  was  one  of  the  most  accomplished 
blackguards  it  could  number  on  its  lists.    To  him  what  were 
heaven,  hell,  or  eternity!    Words,  mere  words,  that  served 
no  purpose  but  to  point  his  blasphemous  wit,  or  nerve  his 
execrations. 

Yet,  while  all  within  that  heart  was  festering  in  corrup- 
tion, he  retained  all  his  remarkable  beauty  of  face  and  person, 
all  his  external  elegance  of  manner;  and  continued  an  ac- 
knowledged favourite  in  the  fairest  female  society  of  the  day. 

One  night,  on  retiring  to  sleep,  after  returning  from  one 
of  the  annual  meetings  of  the  club,  Boyle  dreamt  that  he  was 
still  riding  as  usual,  upon  his  famous  black  horse,  towards  his 
own  house — then  a  country  seat,  embowered  by  ancient  trees,  f ' 
and  situated  upon  a  hill  now  built  over  by  the  most  fashion-  / 
able  part  of  Glasgow — and  that  he  was  accosted  by  some  one/  j 
whose  personal  appearance  he  coui,  not,  in  the  gloom  of  night,  ' 
distinctly  discern;  but  who,  seizing  the  reins,  said,  in  a  voicf 


apparently  accustomed  to  command,  "You  must  go  with  me. 
"And  who  are  you?"  exclaimed  Boyle,  with  a  volley  of  blas- 
phemous execrations,  while  he  struggled  to  disengage  his 
reins  from  the  intruder's  grasp.  "That  you  will  see  by-and- 
bye,"  replied  the  same  voice,  in  a  cold,  sneering  tone  that 
thrilled  through  his  very  heart.  Boyle  plunged  his  spurs 
into  the  panting  sides  of  his  steed.  It  fiercely  reared  and 
plunged — he  lost  his  seat,  and  expected  at  the  moment  to  feel 
himself  dashed  to  the  earth.  But  not  so ;  for  he  continued  to 
fall,  fall — fall  as  it  appeared  to  himself  with  an  ever-increas- 
ing'velocity.  At  length,  this  terriffic  rapidity  of  motion  abated, 
and  to  his  amazement  and  horror,  he  perceived  that  his  mys- 
terious attendant  was  close  by  his  side.  "Where,"  he  ex- 
claimed in  the  frantic  energy  of  despair,"  where  are  you 
taking  me — ^where  am  I — ^where  am  I  going?"  "To  Hell,'  | 
replied  the  same  iron  voice,  and  from  the  depths  below,  the 
words  so  familiar  to  his  lips  were  suddenly  re-echoed. 

Onward  they  hurried  in  darkness  until  they  reached  it. 
Multitudes  were  there  gnashing  their  teeth  in  the  hopelessness 
of  mad  despair,  cursing  the  day  that  gave  them  birth,  while 
memory,  recalling  opportunities  lost  and  mercies  despised,  pre- 
sented to  their  fevered  mental  vision  the  scenes  of  their  past 
lives.  There,  fancy  still  pictured  to  them  the  young  and  love- 
ly, moving  up  and  down  in  the  giddy  mazes  of  the  midnight 

dance  the  bounding  -steed  bearing  his  senseless  rider  through 

the  excitements  of  the  goaded  race — the  intemperate  still 
brawling  over  the  midnight  bowl.    There,  the  slave  of  Mam- 
mon bemoaned  his  folly  in  bartering  his  soul  for  useless  gold !  , 
v/hile  the  gambler  bewailed,  alas !  too  late,  the  madness  of  his  , 

choice.  ,  ,  ,  ,  !l' 

Boyle  at  last  perceived  that  he  was  -surrounded  by  those  1!, 
whom  he  had  known  on  earth,  but  were  some  time  dead,  each  | 
one  of  them  betraying  his  agony  at  the  bitter  recollections  of  f.^ 
the  vain  pursuits  that  had  engrossed  his  time  here— time  lent  ,  , 
to  prepare  for  a  different  scene! 

There  sat  his  former  friend,  Mrs.  D  ,  with  her  eyes 

fixed  in  inten-se  earnestness,  as  she  was  wont  on  earth,  ap- 
parently absorbed  at  her  favourite  game  of  "loo."  Boyle  ad- 
dressed her— "Come  now,  my  good  Mrs.  D  ,  for  auld 

lang  syne,  do  just  stop  for  a  moment— rest."  With  a  shriek 
that  seemed  to  cleave  through  his  very  soul,  she  exclaimed, 
"Rest!  there  is  no  rest  in  hell!"  and  from  interminable  vaults, 
voices,  as  loud  as  thunder,  reneated  the  awful,  the  heart-with- 
ering sound,  "There  is  no  rest  in  Hell." 


She  hastily  unclasped  the  verge  of  her  gorgeous  robe,  and 
iisplaved  to  his  scared  and  shuddering  eye,  a  coil  ot  tiery 
Wing  snakes— "The  worm  that  never  dies"— the  worm  of  ac- 
usino--  conscience,  remorse,  despair— wreathing,  darting, 
tino-fng  in  her  b  som;  others  followed  her  example,  and  m 
very  bosom  there  was  a  self-inflicted  punishment.  Consum- 
tig,  yet  ever  unconsumed,  the  impotence  of  helpless,  hopeless 

'^°"There  in  every  soul,  he  saw  the  full-grown  fruit  of  the 
iend-sown'  seed  of  evil  passion,  voluntarily  nourished  m  the 
luman  soul  during  its  mortal  pilgrimage  here. 

Those  whom  he  knew  must  have  been  dead  for  thousands 
tf  years,  were  still  absorbed  in  the  recollections  of  their  sinful 
jleasures  on  earth,  and  toiling  on  through  their  eternity  ot 
voe  The  vivid  reminiscences  of  their  godlessness  on  earth, 
nflicted  on  them  the  bitterest  pang  in  their  doom  m  hell! 

Boyle  tried  to  shut  his  eyes.  He  found  he  could  not.  He 
found  himself  compelled  to  gaze  with  still-increasing  intensity 
)f  horror  at  the  ever-changing,  yet  ever-steady  agony  of  eter- 
nal torment.  And  this  was  hell!— the  scoffer  s  jest— the  bye- 
word  of  the  profligate? 

All  at  once  his  unearthly  conductor  was  once  more  at  his 
side  "Take  me,"  shrieked  Boyle,  "take  me  from  this  place 
By  the  living  God,  whose  Name  I  have  so  often  outraged,  i 
adjure  thee,  take  me  from  this  place."  .  ^        c    ^  -.i, 

"Canst  thou  still  name  His  Name?"  said  the  fiend  with 
a  hideous  -sneer.  "Go  then:  but— in  a  year  and  a  day,  we 
meet  to  part  no  more!"  „  ,    ,    ,       j     ^  ^.u    a  a 

Boyle  awoke,  and  he  felt  as  if  the  last  words  of  the  fiend 
were  traced  in  letters  of  living  fire  upon  his  heart  and  brain. 
"Unable,  from  actual  bodily  ailment,  to  leave  his  bed  for 
-several  days,  the  horrid  vision  had  full  time  to  take  effect  upon 
-his  mind,  and  many  were  the  pangs  of  tardy  remorse  and 
"torment  that  beset  his  vice--stained  soul,  as  he  lay  in  darK- 
ness  and  seclusion,  to  him  so  very  unusual. 

.  He  resolved  utterly  and  for  ever  to  forsake    the  Club. 
Above  all,  he  determined  that  nothing  on  earth  should  tempt 
him  to  join  the  next  Annual  Festival. 

After  a  time,  one  of  his  compeers,  more  deeply  cunning 
than  the  rest,  affected  to  -seek  Boyle's  company  m  a  mood  ot 
congenial  melancholy,  and  to  sympathize  m  all  his  feelings. 
Thus  they  succeeded  in  betraying  him  into  a  much  misplaced 
confidence  as  to  his  dream,  and  the  effect  it  had  produced  upon 
his  mind.    The  result  may  readily  be  guessed.    He  could  nc 


stand  the  ribald  jests  of  his  profligate  companions,  he  join< 
them  once  again. 

From  the  annual  meeting  he  shrunk  with  an  instincti' 
horror,  and  made  up  his  mind  utterly  to  avoid  it.  Well  awa- 
of  this  resolve,  his  tempters  determined  he  should  have  i 
choice.  How  potent,  how  active  is  the  spirit  of  evil?  Ho 
feeble  is  unassisted  Christless  man?  Boyle  found  himself,  1 
could  not  tell  how,  seated  at  that  table  on  that  very  da 
vi'here  he  had  sworn  to  himself  a  thousand  times,  nothing  ( 
earth  should  make  him  sit. 

His  ears  tingled  as  he  listened  to  the  opening  sentence  i 
the  president's  address:    "This  is  leap  year;  therefore  it 
a  year  and  a  day  since  our  last  meeting." 

Boyle  started  at  the  ominous,  the  well-remembered  word 
His  first  impulse  was  to  rise  and  fly;  but  then — the  sneers. 

The  night  was  gloomy,  with  frequent  and  fitful  gusts  ( 
wind,  as  Boyle,  with  fevered  nerves  and  a  reeling  braii 
mounted  his  horse  to  return  home. 

The  following  morning  the  well-known  black  steed  W£ 
found,  with  saddle  and  bridle  on,  quietly  grazing  on  the  roac 
side,  about  half-way  to  Boyle's  country  house,  and  a  few  yarc 
from  it  lay  the  stiffened  corpse  of  its  master.  1 
Reader,  although  this  is  but  a  dream,  it  is,  nevertheles 
a  well  authenticated  fact.  And  God,  who  spoke  of  it  to  Arch 
bald  Boyle,  now  speaks  to  you. 

This  dream  is  terrible,  yet  not  half  so  terrible  as  t? 
reality.  No  dream  can  picture  the  full,  long  misery  of  "th 
worm  that  dieth  not,"  "the  fire  that  is  never  quenched,"  th 
woe  that  never  ends.  That  which  is  bottomless  can  never  t 
fathomed ;  that  which  is  infinite  can  never  be  measured. 

Reader,  I  ask  you  solemnly,  where  are  you  to  live  fc 
ever?  If  this  paper  should  fall  from  your  dead  hand,  wher 
would  your  soul  be?  There  is  a  hell,  a  real  hell  of  tormer 
and  woe.  There  is  a  heaven  of  glory,  bright,  eternal.  Chris 
died  to  save  you  from  that  hell — to  bring  you  to  that  heavei 
Have  you  received  Him  as  your  Saviour,  or  are  you  slightin 
and  rejecting  Him?  Perhaps  afraid,  like  Archibald  Boyle,  o 
the  sneer  of  fellow-sinners.  Beware,  lest  you  trifle  too  ofte 
with  God.  It  is  written,  "He  that  being  often  reproved,  hard 
eneth  his  neck,  shall  suddenly  be  destroyed,  and  that  withou 
remedy." 
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